THE IRON PUDDLER

had thrown on the subject he concluded that
the times were ripening faster than he had
dared to hope, and that there was no doubt
the revolution would be upon us within three
years.

The comrade told me he was not popular
in the village for two reasons. The capitalis-
tic storekeepers called him a dead beat and
the church people had rotten-egged him for
a speech he had made denouncing religion.
I saw by his hands that he didn't work much,
and from the hands of his wife I learned who
raised the watermelons he was feeding to me.
I remember wondering why he didn't pay his
grocery bill with the money he spent on
pamphlets to stuff in the pockets of passers-
the number of comrades in each mill. The
